SESTINA #2 
by Andrew “Change” Huang 


i still linger over the aftermath of our goodbye. 
during the prosaic days, i can still vividly recall 
the colliding memories inside the kaleidoscope, 
held together delicately by fractured promises. 
they are mirages of stale dreams and unfamiliar 
faces, unfolding how our love fell apart. 


if only i had noticed our love was falling apart— 
before you crossed the threshold of goodbye 
into the maudlin, endless twiddles of unfamiliar 
shapes and lights—then maybe, i could recall 
the footling quarrels and the idling promises 

to the glowing chambers of the kaleidoscope. 


inside the perpetually spinning kaleidoscope, 
ican see evidence of myself before i fell apart— 
when i was guided by your glistening promise 
of a warm, infinite love without a goodbye. 
that person i was back then, as i recall, 
becomes a daydream—so brief and unfamiliar. 


it was because—among the chaotic, unfamiliar, 
bleak world fumbling inside the kaleidoscope— 
your moving mandala could always recall 

me back whenever my heart and i strayed apart; 
your lively iris could conquer interim goodbyes, 
nebulous mirages, as well as overdue promises. 


if only you reappear once again, i will promise 

to never let the agile moments go. the unfamiliar, 
dappled shapes and the melancholy goodbyes 
will be absent from the rolling kaleidoscope— 
allowing bold visions of the love falling apart 

to fade freely back into a hazy recall. 


i will also rewind the prismatic lights—to recall 
every memories held by splintered promises 

and auroratic mirages at the seams. and apart 
from the constant outbursts of the unfamiliar 
shapes and lights, at the end of the kaleidoscope, 
there lies a desideric keepsake of our goodbye. 


but no matter how often i recall the unfamiliar 
promises repeatedly roving in the kaleidoscope— 
i must say goodbye to the love that fell apart. 


